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SLOPER AT THE ORIENT. 

_ “In spite of the fact that Poor Pa is generally allowed to do and go where he Kkes at most of our amusement resorts, the authorities at Olympia have drawn 

@ line at the Turkish Harem. They assert that no single male man thing has ever crossed the threshold of this establishment and returned alive. If this really 

proves to be the case, Papa must already be numbered with the ghosts, as only on Monday morning last he was discovered in the Harem disguised as a 
Turkish Woman. How he got there no one knows—nor ever will know, I am ufraid. Dead men tell no tales. Poor, Poor Dad !”?—Toorsiz. 


JOE CRIMALDI. 


Ow the 6th of January, 1807, Mr. Joseph Grimaldi, the 
celebrated clown, received a visit from a man named 
Mackintosh, the son of an innkeeper, near Bromley, in 
Kent, with whom he was only slightly acquainted. Mackin- 
tosh told him that the inn was sold, and that he had taken 
a house and offices in Throgmorton Street. Mr. Mackintosh’s 
appearance was extremely smart. His conversation wns 
very ameing, and becoming a favourite at Grimaldi's, he 
1 WAN Pawn ined or supped there, and Grimaldi and his 
i \\\ 7 wife, in their turn, dined at Throgmorton Street. 

About a month later, Mackintosh told Joe that he was the 
bearer of an invitation from some rich and influential friends 
of his who lived in Charlotte Street, Fitzroy Square, to 
pres after the play. Jve said he had always been in the 
habit of going home to sup with his wife ; but after much 
persuasion he agreed. On the appointed night he called a 
coach, and gave the driver the address. But arrived there 
he was astonished to find ita mansion, splendidly furnished 
and brilliantly lighted. His friend Mackintosh met him in 
the hall, and conducted him into a gorgeous dining room 
where he found six ladies and six gentlemen, a luxurious 
supper, and the costliest wines awaiting him. The host and 
hostess received him with enchanting urbanity. Every 
Mr. “Odye. < tell you, parson, your sermons is jes’ so much rapbish, Your thee- Now, ‘ere’s my son Jarge just ‘ome from the Local Guvverment Thecherlogical member of the company was most elegantly attired and 


‘ergy is all rot. You ought to know as all that Hadam and Heve stuff ig  Collidge. 1f 80 be as you don't warnt the sack from this ‘ere parish, just you listen glittered with diamonds, i ? 
jayed out, [to he fer a bit, He's up to ‘is eyebrows in 'Uxiey an’ Darwin, be fs! Le'll put you up to a wrinkle or two! In eating, drinking, singing and story telling, the night 


if A 


IN THE NEAR FUTURE.—(No. 2.) 
a \ a 


lo 


wore on till five in the morning, when Joc was at length suffered 
to return home to his astonished wife, to whom his account of his 
adventure seemed like a fairy tale, A few nights later, however, 
Mrs. Joe accompanied her hushand to Charlotte Street, and there 
again were Mr. Mackintosh and the six ladies and the six gentle- 
nen, the luxurious supper, and the costly wines, Several more 
suppers followed, and one at Grimaldi's of «more humble character, 
but at which the six ladies and the six gentlemen declared they 
enjoyed themselves immensely. . 

On the 13th of March Joe had promised to act at Woolwich 
Theatre for the benetit of Mr. Lund, and Mackintosh and the six 
gentlemen proposed to accompany their friend, and sup together 
ut an hotel in Woolwich when the play was over, One of the 
gentlemen named Jones, however, backed out, having, he said, an 
Important appointment with a nobleman. Mackintosh and the 
others and M rs. Grimaldi went down, dined, supped and slept, and 
returned to town next day, 

After this three weeks passed away. during which Joe had heard 
nothing of his tine friends or of Mackintosh, till one day Mr. 
James Harmer, from Hatton Garden police court, gave him a call, 
and said that Mackintosh was locked up ona charge of burglary, 
and that nothing but his (Grimaldi’s) evidence could save him 
from the gallows. 

Poor Joe fell back in his chair.as though he had been shot. He 
was the simplest minded creature in the world beyond the play- 
house walls, and now he was to learn that Mackintosh was a 
notorious thief, and that two of the six gentlemen were also burglars, 
one a forger, one a passer of “ soft" who had stood several times in 
the pillory, and another a man who had been sentenccd to death at 
the Old Bailey, and got a reprieve while standing on the drop 
beneath the cross beam. As to Jones, who had the appointment 
with the nobleman, he was the real porbetratoe of the burglary with 
which Mackintosh was charged. It was to prove that the latter 
was in his company at Woolwich when he was supposed to 
housebreaking in Cheshire that Joe's evidence was required. 

Both he and Mrs. Grimaldi appeared at the trial at Stafford, but 

reat efforts were made by Jones's friends to secure a conviction. 
Nine witnesses, to Grimaldi’s astonishment and horror, swore 
positively to Mackintosh’s identity. The counsel for the prosecu- 
tion thus described the principal witness for the defence—Mr. 
Joseph Grimaldi: “A common plaver, a mountebank-stroller, a 
man reared in and ever accustomed to vice in its most repulsive 
and degrading forms—a man who must necessarily be a liar, and 
in fine, a man upon whose word or oath no thinking person could 
Wines reliance.” What would the patrician Pro. nowadays say to 
this? 

But Joe gave his evidence, and was highly flattered by the pre- 
siding Judge, and the verdict for Mackintosh was “Not guilty ;"” 
but, henceforth, as may be easily imagined, Joe had no more to do 
with Mac. or the six ladies or the sixigentlemen, And no more did 
Mra. Joe. 

e e e ° * « 
LAITEST. 

Sumthink orfle is aboutt too appen. the lidd off the bock iss 

raze. the ole passle av fel backards with a skreem. 
(Neat week,“ Hungry Alexander.”) 


TO CORRESPONDENTS. 


*,° Correspondents wishing their MSS, or Sketches to be returned, 
should inclose a abel aead envelope large enough to contain the 
contributions submitted, Do not inclose loose stamps. 


Cannot tell you, PUZZLED READER; Probably another street. 
ALLY doesn’t know, PoLONEY—Hce was erercome by “heat.” No, 
we do not, TWO SUBSCRIBERS; Hut they're very cheap to buy. 
Much obliged for likeness, BALFA, You hare made him look a guy. 
Not at present, ARTHUL HALLEY. We hace not the apace to spare. 
Such devotion, BERTIE Bennett, Is, alas! extremely “rare. 
thanks for hearty wishes, TAFFY ; AULY'S love and “ same to you,” 
Vea: we fancy, WOULDN'T Miss It, There are only one or tire, 
Rather funny, WH. ¥. CHELMER, Fut we hare an awful crowd, 
Very many thanks, MASHONA ; SLOPER says you “do him proud.” 


—— 


“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY.” 
The Largest Circulation of any Illustrated Paper inthe World, 


Forwarded to any part of the World, Surawak and Bechuanaland 
excepted, post frees 
3 monthe, 1s. 8d.; 6 months, 3s. 3d.; 12 months, 6s. 6a. 
In Stamps or P.O.0.8 pryable to GILBERT DALZIEL, 
“THE SLOPERIES,” 99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


Show Cards will be sent post free to Newsagents on application, 


PARIS 
On sale at all Kiosques and Booksellers’, at 20 centimes, or by 
special arrangement at our 


PARIS AGENCY, 22 RUE DE La BANQUE, 


NINE CLAIMS ALREADY PAID, 


£150— 


Wl be paid to the next-of kin of any Man, Woman, Boy, or Girl 
(Railway Servants on duty excepted), who shall happen to mect 
with hia or her death in'a ltailway Accident to the Train in 
which they are travelling, in any part of the United Kingdom, 
PROVIDED a copy of the current issue of “ ALLY SLOPER'S HAL¥- 
Honipay” be found npon the Deecased at the time of the Accident. 
“ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY” is published throughout the 
United Kingdom every Wednesday morning at 9 o'clock, and the 
Jnaurance lasts one week from that time, crpiring at 9 o'clock the 
following Wednesday morning. 


JUMBLES AND GINGERBREAD. 


—— 
SCENE—Conntry Theatre, 
First Porformanee of Hamlet. 
First Man in Pit, What are you clapping for, man, it’s all over 
Ow, 
: Row Man in Pit. T kuow that, stupid, Mm trying to bring on 
the author. +e 


Young Shes What are the “toils of the law.” dad? 
Did Sharpahing, The coils of the law, my son, are oakum-picking, 
the crank, and the treadmill.» « 
* 


WHEN T remember all 
The New Year's vows [ve spoken, 
1 feel I've been most noble-souled 
Each New Year's Day. But it turns me cold 
To remember how, ere Time has rolled 
Until the year was two weeks old, 
Those various vows I've broken! 
- 
Proud Father, Wave you seen my litte Willic’s portrait in the 
Ty ers, 
family Friend, Why, no; he hasn't been writing a play or 
doing a murder, has he! 
Proud Father, Of course not, it’s in the advertisements of 
Thingamyjig’s Children’s Food, 


ALLY SLOPER'S HALF-hULIDAY. 


FASHION FANCIES.—By Miss Sloper. 
No. 659,—The “Pantomime Johnnie” Costume. 


“Never had ench an insult in my 
life. I've been playing the flute here 
for half an hour, and they send me 
cut a dog's biscuit and a glass of 
wate: }"" 


“Tow many children have you, Mrs, 


Durfy?” “Shure, mum, Oi've two 
livin’ and wan married.” 
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“No, Edith will never marry until she finds her ileal.” © What forms ber 


ideal?" “The first man that propre." 


AUTHORS—AUTHENTIC. 
No. 40.—Airy. 


A prickly pair (pear) 


Bay 


(Saturday, January 12, 1895, 


Now is the season of the merry “smoker,” when the goo. 
citizen and true girdeth up his loins and hied him forth unto go, 
temple of Bacchus. And in the silent watches of the night j,, 
meandereth homewards, and friendly wry and policemen le::,| 
him kindly aid, And, anon, he dodgeth diligently for the keyho!... 
and when he hath found it, lo! the door-mat riseth up and hitter; 
him upon the smeller, Truly is he in a bad stzte, that he putteti 
his hat outside to be cleaned, and goeth tu bed in his bouts, 


‘oung Carlesa, It is no good worrying over all. these sm] 
business details, my friend. I have come to the conclusion that jt 
is impossible to make money and friends at the same time. 

Old Grubber, But the wiser plan, young man, is to devote your 
attention to making money first, when you have that you wil! 
never want for friends. *\° 


At the Suirée Musicale, 


Fond Mother, Did you notice my daughter's execution of 
Chopin, Professor ? 

Professor (grimly). Execution? Well, no, but I observed her 
murder of him, madam, +° 


THE coalman's horse had a ton to bear, 

And it said, * This here’s a stunner ! 
‘Tis but a twelve-hundred weight | I swear, 
That my wicked old bogs does a ton declare, 
And, because | go swift as an eagle in air, 

I'm the champion light-weight runner |" 

ss 
s 
Overheard in the morning ‘bus, 


First Man. You look puzzled, old man; what are you con. 
sidering so deeply? 

Second Man. Why, I am endeavouring to choose the lesser of 
two evils. I shall have to consult a doctor to-night, and I don't 
know whether I had better go to Dr. Oldboy, who plenty of 
experience but who has a large practice, and to whom the loss of 1 
sesggctad more or less would not signify, or to the new practitioner, 

r. Youngman, who not had the experience, but who could 
to lose a patient if once he got one, 

ss 
Pia 


not affo 


Nipper. len't that the man who was had up a year or two ago 
for threatening his mother-in-law? 
Napper. Yes, that’s the fellow. 
Nipper. Was he punished ? 
Napper. Rather! She's lived with him ever since. 
es 
s 
Mrs. Youngbride. My husband has been complaining very much 
about the quality of the milk lately ; he says it’s half chalk and 
water. 
Milkman. Very sorry, mum, but you see this ‘ere is such a very 
chalky soil, mum, it affects the grass. 
. ss 
s 


? Wise Merchant. Plenty of body about that port, don’t you think, 


sir 
Customer (sipping suspiciously). H'm | there's the making of a 
corpse about it, at any rate. *\° 


‘Tom, Aro you on very good terms with your fiancée's people, 


ick ? 
Dick, Well—er—hardiy. 
Tom, Ah, can't get a good footing beets rok 
Dick, Oh, can't I, my boy ; you should have seen the footin: 
baa man gave me the other night. 1am doctoring the brui-; 
stul, ss 
s 


HOWEVER many exits there may be 

so the stage, while runs the play so brightly, 
Yet in each separate theatre you'll see 

Full five-and-fift times more exits nightly. 
1 mean the exits of those folks who wend 
Outside, 'twixt every act, to “see a friend” ! 

ss 
2 


She (single), Well, for myself, 1 can’t see the difference between 
the husband or the wife having the money. Whatever can it 
matter? 

He (married). Oh, it matters a great deal, I can assure you. :< 
you will no doubt discover when you get married. Why, you 
have only to turn the trousers upside down and shake ani the 
money ail falls out ; but you might shake a dress for a week befor: 
you could find out where the pocket was, even, let alone get any- 
thing out of it, *\° 


“T CALL that a senseless joke,” exclaimed Ethel’s fiancé, as he 
bounded up from the chair wherein the fair girl's little brother 
had inserted a business-like tin tack. ‘ At any rate, you can’t cal! 
it pointless,” remarked his tormentor, and even the lovely girl 
could scarce restrain a smile. *.° 


Mrs. Satupon, When George asked me to marry him at once 
without any engagement, I said that J was afraid that if 1 married 
in haste [ might repent at leisure, but he promised that he would 
take care that I didn’t do that. 

Mrs, Maybe. Aud has he kept his word ? 

Mrs, Satupon, He has, indeed! He has taken care, at all events, 
that I didn’t have the leisure. * 


It is one of the mysteries which will ever puzzle the common or 
garden philosophy, why the man who laughs loudest at imit:- 
tions of popular actors, is he who never saw one of the mimicked 
mummers play in his life. ee 

s 


My wife is in the charchyard lain. 

Some physic | for her did bring 
Which would have made her well again, 

But for one most unlucky thing. 
Door creature, she—that’s why she’s dead— 
The thousand testimonials read ! 

sz * 
s 


First Seeicty Darling, V have been asked to join a new eli) 
they are getting up which they call the “Old-Fashioned Wonr - 
Club.” or 

Sceond Society Darling, What are the qualifications for election 

Hirst Society Darling, Oh! to be married, contented, gov't 
tempered and eae 

coord Society Darling (interrupting). Pooh! you needn't = 
any more. Why, you won't get enough members to form # 
committee, “ 


Young Man, Oh, my dear fellow, you must admire her; wh: 
she’s a perfect picture, . : 

Old One (dryly). Well, yes, 1 think you're right there ; shes 
certainly very well painted. 


SS ed 


Ewery Monday. Ome Halfpenny- 


LARKS. 


Full of Funny Pictures and Side-Splitting Reading: 
CONDUCTED BY GILBERT DALZIEL. 
99 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C. 


Saturday, January 12, 1896.) 
TOOTSIE AT DRURY LANE. 


——— 


Tne wild, untamed critical young man has had a good old look 
in this year. He has made some astonishing discoveries, and has 


es expressed — opinions 
(Gam that must have con- 
Va siderably — surprised 
theatrical managers 


generally, 

There was one of 
the untamed who de- 
cided that at one 
house there was too 
much knocking about 
in the opening, and 
settled the matter by 
informing his readers 
that that sort of thing 
should only occur in 
the harlequinade. 
There was another 
wild man who dis- 
covered that at an- 
other house there was 
an evident determina- 
tion to break away 
from established rules 
because the panto 
did not open with a 
dark scene. The ab- 
sence of the music- 
hall element is joy- 
fully noted at houses 
pee i axa, and 

vulgarity "—the un- 
‘anat < one’s descrip- 
tion of the only bit 
you can laugh at all 
through the evening 
—is sternly rebuked. It is a comfort to know that the managers 
don't take the least notice of these youthful scribes. 

It is customary to say each year of Sir Augustus’s Drury Lane 
annuals that he has su -d himself, and certainly he has put on 
this time a work which, for beauty, will take a lot of beating. 
Last year, through illness, Sir ty ape Harris was unable to give 
as much time and attention to the production as it has been his 
habit to do, but rumours have reached me this season of almost 
superhuman efforts on his part, and of his never going home to 
bed for a whole week. Let this be as it may, there is plenty of 
evidence in the elaborate mounting of Dick Whittington to prove 
that he was pretty busy. 

] am very glad to see that the “music-hall element” is not 
omitted at ry Lane. I don’t see how you could have hoped 
for a better Dick than 
that of Miss Ada 
Blanche, a really clever 
actress, vocalist, and 
dancer. Where would 
you find the equal of 
Dan Lenoas Idle Jack? 
Are the Brothers 
Griftiths easily knocked 
out?) Who could beat 
Herbert Campbell as 
KI iss a ree! 
Speaking of the Lyceum 
pantomime, a critic 
says: “If ever there be © 
a difticult and delicate ‘? 
task entrusted to a low 
comedian it is the task 
of avoiding vulgarity in 
vetticoats. It is Mr. 
yictor Stevens's proud 
distinction that he is 
in this respect more free 
from offence than an 
of his brethren.” This 
is rather sweeping, isn’t 
it? How about Mr. 
Penley t His“ Charley's 
Aunt” has not shocked 
playgoers very much. 
And Herbert Campbell, 
have we not seen him 
inany number of female impersonations, and where has been the im- 
propriety ?_ Herbert is an ideal plump maiden. Victor is, of course, 
very good, but he does not pretend to be really a woman. It is your 
female impersonator who doea, and who looks it, who shocks you, 

Talking of Victor (the original Drury Lane Ally) reminds me 
that Poor Pa figures again this year in the Drury Lane pantomime 
both as an image and a walking stick. Poor Pa wept tears of joy 
when he realized this event on Boxing night; but I can't help 
thinking it unreasonable that he should have felt hurt because he 
was not allowed to take them home with him. 

In addition to the artistes I have already spoken of, I must 
mention Mr. Spry, Madge Lucas and Eva Yadtoka, three really 
excellent additions to the Drury Lane Company. 

I wonder whether pantomime is really better or worse than it 
used to be, It is more magnificent, of course. The scenery and 
dresses are far 


The Cat King: 


The Rat Kina: 
Eva ZADTOKA. 


Mapck Lucas, 


Cat. 
F. GriFvitas. 


Dick: 


ADA BLANCHE. 


better. But 
about the 
fun—about the 
clown: Who 


can say for a 
certainty 
whetherclowns 
have improved 


Grimaldi really 
as good as we 
aretold he was? 
Who is there 
living who can 
give us any 
reliable in- 
formation res- 
pecung him? 
His farewell 
benefit at 
Drury Lane 
was in 1828. 
He acted one 
ecene, but being 
wholly unable 
to stand, went 
through it 
seated on a 
chair, “Even 
in this distres- 
sing condi- 
vi tion,” we are 
told, he retained enough of his old humour to succeed in 
calling down repeated shouts of merriment and laughter.” He 
Clg & song, too, “Which went as well as ever.” George 
ruikshank lepicts the event. The le in the tightly-packed 
reas boxes, in the pit, at the wings, in the orchestra, are all upon 
the grin, i ee Joe, 2 most mirthless figure. sits on his chair 
in his motley. The scene is sad enough—to my thinking. 


Aliew: 
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ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER’S PILLS 


PRICE 94” PER BOX (50 PILLS). 


——————— 


LOPER’S PILLS sre made from the prescription of an 

minent E Ryness practising in the West End of London, 

and will be found invaluable in cases of Liver Complaint, Indiges- 

tion, all Stomachic Affections, Giddiness, Nervousness, Shortness 

of Breath, Costiveness, Headache, Wind, Blotches on the Skin, 

Pimples, Debility, Disturbed Nights, Unpleasant Dreams, Bilious- 
ness, Want of Tone, all Female Complaints, etc, 


TESTIMONIALS. 
1 Dawson Terrace, Haverstock Hill, London, N.W., 
October 22nd, 1894, 
GENTLEMEN,—I have tried seed SLOPER's PILLs, and have derived great 
benefit from the use of them, They are very good indeed, and the pleasing part 
about them is, that they «lo not purge one, like other pills I have taken. I might 
also mention that my wife and two lady friends have also tried them for Sick 
Headache, and they acted splendidly—all trace of headache disappearing the 
next day, Wishing you every success, which you certainly «deserve for so goo a 
medicine. Believe me, yours faithfully, OHN R. BEESON, 
To Messrs. GURDEN & Co., 99 Shoe Lane. 


70 Fordwych Road, West Hampstead, N.W., October 25th, 1894. 
DEAR SIRs,—I have lately been taking SLOPER'S PILLS for Indigestion and 
Liver Disturbance, and cons them a most excellent remedy, and shall strongly 
recommen! them to my friends, I shall be glad to know whether I can obtain 
the pills at Whiteley's in future, or whether I should onler them from you. I 
am, dear sira, yours faithfully, WALTER HENDRIKS, 
Messrs, GURDEN & OO, 


12a Cudworth Street, Bethnal Green, London, E., 
October 5 


26th, 1894. 
Messrs. GURDEN & CO., 99 Shoe Lane, E.C. 

DEAR SIR8,—-During the unsettled weather my liver got out of order, and I 
am very pleased to testify that your SLOPER'S PILLs have given me immediate 
relief. You are at liberty to make use of this as you think fit. 1 remain, dear 
sira, yours faithfully, R. DURLACHER. 


10 Salt Lane, Herne Bay, October 29th, 1894. 
DEAR Strs,—Having been a sufferer from Biliousncss for years I was 
induced to try a SLOPER PILL. 1 am pleased to tell you I have derived great 
benefit from them, and, as the well-known Sloper is a universal favourite, I trust 
everyone will give them a fair trial. You are at liberty to publish this state- 
ment, should you feel disposed to. me, yours respectfully, 


EMMA KNIGHT. 
Messrs, GURDEN & CO., 99 Shoe Lane, London. 


ASK YOUR CHEMIST FOR 


SLOPER'’S PILLS 


IF HE DOES NOT KEEP THEM 
SEND 93° IN STAMPS TO 
THE PROPRIETORS, 


GURDEN & Co.,, 


$89 SHOE LANE, FLEET STREET, LONDON, E.C., 
AND A BOX WILL BE SENT IMMEDIATELY. 


AFTER THE BALL. 


THE year of Grace eighteen hundred and ninety-five was barely 
four hours old. It may still be fresh in the recollection of thoxe 
among ye who had not gone to roost that the darkness which 
began at 4.55 P.M. on December 31st, was still perceivable with the 
naked eye. It's as well to remember these facts, 

Sir Angustus ere Harris, Kt., had that Knight—we mean, 
night—held his third fancy dress ball at Covent Garden Theatre, 
and Doctor W. Workinsop-Biddlebistry, of Gluemortar Park, 
South Barnet, had been there fearfully and wonderfully attired as 
a “Warming Pan from the Great Bed of Ware.” 

It had been a huge success, both the ball and the doctor's 
disguise, and after speaking to seventy-three intimate friends, not 
one of whom had recognised him, and drinking with nineteen of 
them, he stood in his own hall again, tightly “oiled,” it is true, 
ls the dress in a carpet bag, and pondered over the hit he'd 
made, 

He would not disturb Mrs, W. Workinsop-Biddlebistry by 
petri the stairs in his boots ; he would take them off. 

e did, 

As he passed—rather rockily—-the first landing window, and 

Labrie to glance at the moonlight shining on the tarred roof of the 

owlhouse, he observed the figure of a man in the back garden. 
Stealthily descending again, he armed himself with the dining- 
room poker, and undid the door leading to the garden. There was 
the figure right enough, he could sce it plainly although the moon 
had retreated behind a cloud and he couldn't for the life of him 
find his eyeglasses, 

“Hullo, there!" he called in a low but firm voice. 

The form moved slightly—seemed to sway forward—heaven's ! 
waa the fellow armed and trying to get a focus?) The doctor 
rather wished he hadn't been so deucedly pecolpatare Be was 
always running into some danger or other—still, it wouldn't do to 
back out now. 

“Til” he called again, not quite so firmly, “it’s no use rou 
resisting—I've got the drop on you"—(he'd read that in a Wild 
West story and thought it would sound well)—“leave my garden 
peacefully and I'll let you go.” 

But the criminal only nodded ; never offered to take advantage 
of the doctor’s proposition. 

“T'll give you five minutes—er—er—before I fire,” stammered 
the medico, somewhat unnerved by the intruder’s obstinacy. 

Again the burglar nodded aftirmatively, but—never budged. 

“Come, hurry up,” continued the doctor, “I don't want to send 
you into eternity if 1 can help it—I'm quite willing to give you 
one more chance, It may be that you've a wife and children——”" 

“What is this nonsense, William?" inquired a stern feminine 
voice just behind him, and a lady in nightcap and dressing jacket 
appeared at his elbow. 

“Burglar, my dear, burglar. Mean to say you can’t see the 
ruffinn standing down there by the rosebushes? But [I'm not 
*fraid. If he doesn't——" 

“ Stand aside, you fool!” 

Witn angry nauteur the erect woman swept the feeler of pulses 
on one side and strode into the garden, Walking straight up to 
the form of the cold bad housebreaker, she grabbed hii by the 
right arm, and dragging him behind her into the house cried. 
“There’s your burglar, idiot!" aa she flunga damn and stiffened 
suit of W. Workinsop-Biddlebistry’s merino combination under- 
garments at his feet. He fairly staggered as he gasped, “ Well, 

‘m— 

{Notk.—The Editor and Proprietor of “ A, SLoPER, His Chef- 
@aurre.” regrets that he cannot sanction the printing of the 
remainder of the story. Unwilling that it should ever be said that 
A compositor was turned out of his Sunday School on his account, 
he reluctantly omits the few hasty but forcible sentences of the 
doctor's which terminated the incident, and requests the reader to 
pass on to the next column, 
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A WOMAN’S VENGEANCE. 
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THE doctor returned his watch to his pocket as he left the 
patient's side and walked softiy to the foot of the bed, where tue 
hurse — stood 
patient and 
observant, 

“Hell do 
now, I think,” 
he said com- 
pooensly, as 

e inspected 
the tempera- 
ture chart. 
“Its na 
near thing, 2 
very near 
thing, but 
he'll pull 
through now. 
He'll be con- 
scious when 
he wakes ; let 
him have the 
draught then, 
but don't 
rouse him for 
it. Yes, Il 
look in early 
to-morrow,” 
and nodding 
n good-night 
the doctor 
made his al- 
most noizeless 
exit. 

The woman 
closed the 
door softly, and, stepping quietly to the bedside, looked down at 
the sleeping man. 

“He'll pull through,” she murmured, repeating the doctor's 
words; “a near shave, but he'll pull through. And it is 1 who 
have nursed him back to life. I who all this time have waited and 
longed for the minute when I could look on his dead false face. 1, 
who have for days held his coward's existence in my hands, am to 
watch him grow well and strong again. He will be conscious, tuo, 
conscious. Will he recognise me, | wonder?” 

She crossed to the mirror and critically examined the features it 
retlected. Still beautiful they were, though something more than 
long dreary vigils had wasted the cheeks and given the eyes their 
dall hopeless look of despair. 

A sound from the bed aroused her from 2 reverie. She went 
quickly te the 
mantleshelf 
and took up 
one of the 
bottles and 
roured part of 
its contents 
into «glass, 
A moment 
later and she 
raw her error, 
The bottle 
held in 

hand 
was labelled; 
The Lotion, 
Poiaon, 

ler eyes re- 
mained — riv- 
eted upon the 
label with a 
peculiar fasci- 
nation. Her 
heart almost 
stood still 
with the 
devil's temp- 
tation that 
came into it. 
The risk? 
Pshaw! There 
had been ac- 
cidents before 
whenadrowsy 


“Ve'll do now, I think.” 


“Drink this.” 


nurse had made a similar mistake—why not now? . 
She turned to catch the sick man's cyes fixed wonderingly upon 


er. 

“ Helen,” he gasped feebly, “ yon——” 

“Hush!” she said, “drink, drink this,” and she guided the 
aians to his lips and held it there until he had drained the 
alregs, 

“Helen,” he said again, “what miracle is this, that 1 wake to 
find you my guardian angel?” . 

She shivered slightly at his words, 

“Why, why Aon never answer me?” he asked, querulously, 
“Why did you go away like that and leave me no clue? Didn't 
you sce my advertisements? Helen, you don't know how I love 
you— I never knew it myself till vou left me. I treated you like 
a brute, I know, but you might have forgiven me. Ten years, 
Helen, ten years 1 have searched, and now to tind you—here, 
Helen. dearest, I—1 lied to vou about—about that other woman. 
She was not 
my wife, I 
never had a 
wife but you. 
1) was mad, 
mad to de- 
ceive you, 
but I never 
thought you 
would go 
away. Helen, 
my wife, will 
you give me ; 

ack your 


He fell back 
on his pillow, 
faint with his 
exertion and 
an strange 
numbness 
that was J 
creeping over * 
him. 

The woman 
seized him 
by the hand. 
© Philip.” she 
cried wildly, 
“tell me, is— 
is this true? 
roused 
himself with 
ann effort. 
“Before Heaven.” he said faintly, “you are my wife. Helen— 
darling, put) your arm round me—so—kiss me—my_ love— 
forzive——" 

And thus he died, 


“Wil! you give me back your love?” 
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f “You're goin’ to join the Foree, are you? Well, you'll have “Ever since I began learning tlic 

4 4 to have sometbing planed off your boko Laer you're eving so ene ah rudayauie ofa ibied stank oxy readme Page = be at 

“ . y “ « ght, ok " be ani tor, for you won't never get no t to go on, J" lant Major (telling tale of a highwayman). then he i ann: ri 

sca Rcaeiars vr retyer gota a a Sen Faas - cg i killed him with bis own life-preserver. —Extraet from Letter of Tome Lady, 

© 4° Miss Sloper will be delighted to receive photographs from those DISTINGUISHED PEOPLE INTERVIEWED BY A. SLOPER.—ADMIRAL SIR EDMUND R, FREMANTLE. 
Of her friends whose portraits have not yet been inserted. 7 ‘Ss a 
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TOOTSIE'S FRIENDS. 


A. SLOPER in his tight little craft, H.M.S. Row Street, has been ernixing in name, and stack a Union Jack in it.—(4) And then he fonnd himself flying in the 
Chinese waters under the protection of the British Flay, proudly waving, as per air, “An earthquake! and so soon!” he observed. “That's the worst of these 
usual, on the fore-main-top-gallant-jib of Admiral Fremantle’s flag-hip, A. SLOPER’S voleanic islands, there's no dependence on them.” But when they told him it was 
cruise has not been a long one, for had he not to get back to do the London Panto- — whale he hat disturbed in its after-dinner naj “Whale, I never 1” he remark«l. 
mimes? of which more anon, Still, it has not been uneventful ; for instance, the Wasn't bad, was it ?—(5) “Come aboard, sir,” said A. SLOPER, as he stepped «"' 
Bow Street was attacked by Chinese pirates, “I will meet them ou theit own to the deck of the Admiral’a ship. “Captain Sloper,” said Sir Edmund, * your 


a ground,” eaid A. SLOPER, and what did he do? Why he, too, huisted the black flag arrival is opportune. Advise me! On the starboard side you observe the Japan~ 

in A —(1) And in pirate garb of the correct skelt cut defied "em to come on.—-~(2) “ A fleet; on the port, at an equal distance from us, the Chinese. Thay are about t' 

my _ z pal!" cried the Pirate Chief, clapping a glass to his eye. The Bow Strect was saved! — engage, Now, if I salute one before the other j will ensue, and, as you ar 

WV a —(3) And when A. SLOPKR touched the Chinese coast to coal and make love to — aware, we must keep strictly neutral.” “Exactly, Will you allow me to extricatr 

No, 373—M1ss Lovrg VANDREY the native lasses as in duty bound, like a true tar of the Tom Tough type, he made so = you?” “ A thousand thanks!" Thea A, SLOPER on to the bridge and gav« 

a ae p ee ee brad — a Blo}, bie ae he preerred to the followtae orders ; “ Hoist the main deck on the mizzen shroud! K the fore 

«, ” ae eep e mself away from weeping n lens and again put out to sea, truck hard to port, sou’ sou’ by sou! Steady! Turn her anchor to wind d three 
ee were sad without her.” —The Dook Snook. And one morning Stoker Bill Higgins took the log to light the boiler fire with, points! Take in two sheets and a blanket! Let go the poop by the taffrai 
My heart unfettered fondly turns to thee. —Lord Bob. consequently A. SLOPER got mixed in his reckoning, and when Bosun Alexandry stanchion! Steady!" By imperceptible degrees the great snip ‘veered round tu- 
“Thy memory within my heart I treasure like a golien dream.” reported land on the starboard deck—a small island not down, as far as could be wanis the Japanese flotilla, and the thing wasdone. Admiral Fremantle has mentions! 


—The Hon. Billy. made out, on the chart—A. SLOPE landed on it, and claimed it iu the Queen's A. SLOPER in despatches, and he thinks in all probability he will be made an Earl. 


‘THE LAIRD AND THE ELDER BEGIN THE NEW YEAR IN UNITY: A HYPNOTIC MYSTERY. 


1) It must hae been the Wanderin’ Jew who was in the Thrustle on Auld Year's Nicht, (2) But the Wanderin’ Jew jist whippit ronnd a’ o’ a sudilen like, (3) And the Kirk folk on the Sabbath morn, comin’ throngh t!” 
when the Elder was just gaun tae first-foot McParritch. And the strange man pit his finger an’ grappit the Laird, and whispered intae his lug: “Hold! ye bae lang —_ssnaw, saw the transfixed bodies o° the Rider and the Laird formiu’ t! 
on McNab's sacred snoot an’ said, in an awfu’ voice: “Stand still till ! call thee,” and the —_ Leen a pillar o’ the Kirk, noo be a door.” And McNab and the Laint —bonniest arch tae the Kirk door that ever was seen, an’ mony 3 
Elder stood fixed tae the tloor, much to the triumph o° the muckle Laird. rushit oot like lichtnin’. ‘wus movit tae teara. 
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OUR WEEKLY WHIRLIGIG. 


Come along, my noble pals, this way to the show. It’s not that some of you want showing by ace ts duing Bad'l’y here:—The Mildewed Wreck in person went, The G.O.M. to compliment =< 
this time, but there's a lot of new friends among you, I can see, and they’re a little strange at tirst. ever d went the gas beneath the ground, And startled all the folks around :—The Children’s Fancy 
W 


Here we are again, so to business.—A las, alas, thrae awful gales, A lot of loss of life entails:—This Hall was quite, A pretty and imposing sight. —There, that's all | can do for you this week, What 
ras the method which the black, Employed to get his money back :—* What, break these stoner?" do you say? Real slap-up show, and no mistake. Ah, that’s right! The praise of his 
suid John Wood,“ No, To prison first I'd svvncr go” :—Gus Harris, strange it may apyear, You friends is always welcome to—THE SLOPERIAN SHOWMAN, 
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OAT | 
Overheard at the X Y Z Breakfast-Table Company. 


He. 1 say, isn't this butter hard—just like soap! 
She, Well, that's all right ; it'll go well with the Bath bun. 


Little Bille Sikes, Dicer, faver? T've got ter postpone that 
air leetle job o’ breakin’ inter the whelk stall on the Oki Kent 

Hostess, You don't feel a draught there, do you ? Bill Sikes, Sentor, Whaffor ? 
Poor Brown, Not at all, thank claaiair Hed “Tt astonishes me how yon girls can allow yourselves to ne squeczcd in tight stays.” Little Rillee Sikes. ‘Cos the “cop” as is on that be. rics a 


(Aren't they a treat, those little social gatherings? “Well, you know you wouldn't like it, George, if we didn't, revolver f 
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OvrR readers will no doubt be pleased to hear that Twelfth 
Night war celebrated this year at * The Mildeweries " in right royal 
manner, It is true that each guest 
had to provide their own cake. 
But as light refreshment, in the 
shape of cold water, was laid on 
in pailfuls, things were not so 
bad as might have been expected. 
The guests are now naturally 
looking forward to next Twelfth 
hight with great eagerness. 


WE have been requested by a 
lady at Twickenham to insert the 
following : 

“To Weasel! Cardsand papers 

received, Make an appuint- 
ment with Mother.” 


We readily acquiesce, in the hope 
that the lady's kind message may 
catch the eve and touch the heart 
of the person referred to. 
. 

M. JuLEs SUESDE, the Socialist 
wx who spoke the other 

vont Roubaix, predicted that 
in a very few years’ time the 
Capitalists would be expelled the 
Chamber, and with a Socialistic 
majority workmen need only 
work three or four hours a day, 
whilst their former employers 
would have to break stones in the 
road. Three or four hours a day! 
What nice industrious sort of 
people these Socialist “ workmen “are! 


THE sad death of Kitty Tyrrell at the Elephant and Castle on 
Boxing Night, has cast a gloom over the whole theatrical 
world. Kitty was as popular with her fellow artistes as she was 
with the public, and so the sympathy bestowed upon the bereaved 
husband has been as general as it has been genuine. 


Mr. Jonn Burns is coming back with two large packing cases 
filled with documents and pamphlets relating to labour questions. 
l’oor House of Commons! ee 

s 


It only takes about » week for our ocean greyhounds to reach 
Yankee land. but the skirt dancing mania, from which we have 
already recovered, has taken very 
much longer. American belles 
with dainty ankles and a taste for 
Terpsichorean art are going mad 
over the skirt dance, whicha Phila- 
delphia paper teils us it is the most 
welcome form of entertainment a 
hostess can provide, 

’ 


* 

A COMMISSION agent, formerly 
resident of New Swindon, has com- 
mitted suicide under distressing 
circumstances. It appears that a 
Salvation Army band persisted in 
playing outside his house despite 
repeated remonstrance, The un- 
happy man remarking that he 
must rid himself of the annoyance 
went into the house and cut his 
throat. After all there is little to 
wonder at. The hideous din invari- 
ably produced by Blood and Fire 
instrumentalists is enough to drive 
almost anyone to felf-alestruction. 


s 

It is quite untrue that the Hon. 
Billy has been appointed deputy 
assistant editor of Larks! illy 
has already proved that he has 
no literary ability, and our mam- 
moth ha'porth only takes on first- 
rate stuff, It's a corker, is Larks! 


THE London County Council having no more promenades to 
tackle at present, are now busy concocting a scheme by which 
they will have the sole control of the London Water supply. As 
long as they stick to water all well and good ; big ees they 
should endeavour to control the whisky and “ Unsweetened ” 
supply at the same time. The thought is really too horrible, 

es 


s 
OnrperRs from cheesemongers and others can now be received 
for the pole copies of A. SLOPER'’s New Year Resolutions, price 
4d. per tb., and a reduction on taking a quantity. The Wreck has 
absolutely no further use for them. 
s 2 
s 
A NOVEL performance takes place at the Royal Aquarium 
nightly—réz., a thirty-two hand leet recital, Sixteen charm- 
ing young ladies take part in the recital accompanied by the full 
orchestra, This performance is almost unique in its way. 
ss 
s 
NOTWITHSTANDING that Eastward Ho has been withdrawn 
from the evening bill at the Opera Comique, the management are 
doing morethan 
average _ busi- 
ness in the after- 
noons with 
Henry Chance 
bf grat clever 
ittle fairy play, 
The House that 
Jack Built, and 
which is being 
performed ex- 
[eer for and 
vy children. 
Parents who 
wish to really 
give the young 
ones na treat 
could do a lot 
worse and very 
little better 
than to take 
them to the 
Opera Comique. 
They will not 
only please their 
*=g' children, but 
F will find them. 
selves vastly 
entertained at 
the same time. 


Sucn of you as intend to trip the “light fantastic” at any of the 
Covent Garden Balls, should inspect Mr. W. Clarkson's array of 
fancy costumes and pretty dominos, You can't do better, take 
our tip, 
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resent running through a 
marvellous programme for the benetit of their patrons, and we are 


$32 


is densely packed at nearly every 
The public are not so 
od things that they 
fail to appreciate them when they 
are provided, Oue of the best items 
of the Canterbury is, undoubtedly, 
A Night Attack. In their little 
sketch the Paul Martinetti combi- 
nation give a wonderful display of 
agility and dexterity. There is no 
doubt but that A Might Attack is 
the best thing in which they have 
appeared since the production of 1 
Zerrible Night. Ar 


s 

OWING to the prevalence of frost. 
the advertised meets of the Mildew 
Court Hounds had to be abandoned, 
but A. SLOPER and a large house 
party have been enjoving excellent 
shooting in the well-stocked pre- 
serves, With his accustomed gen- 
erosity, the Wreck forwarded the 
contents of the first day's bag to 
the local sausage manufacturer. 


. 

Wry is genius wilfully neglected? 
Although the list of New Year 
honours was a pretty lengthy one, 
A. SLOPER'S name was only con- 
spicuous by its absence, “Not 
even an Order for a Bath for the | 
poor old dear,” quoth Mrs. Sloper, 28 she cast her eye rapidly 
down the daily newspaper. La 


Ix consequence of the numerous applications, Mr. Penley has 
decided to given limited number of Saturday matinées of Charley's 
Aunt. It isto be hoped that the public will show their apprecia- 
tion of this indulgence. 7° 

SOMEBODY with a taste for arithmetic has been trying to reckon 
up how much per annum the Prince of Wales spends on wedding 
gifts, and the amount is certainly appalling. Poor H.R.I[.! no 
wonder they tell us he’s hard up, 


be : : 
OLD Jack Frost, it seems, is still alive and kicking, and there is 
every probability of skating on the Lincolnshire Fens during the 
next few days. The match which is being freely discussed in 
skating circles, is the one recently arranged between McGooseley 
and the Hon. Billy. The stakes, which comprise a Bath bun and 
two of Scotch, will be held by the Prince of Wales. 


« 
OH. yes, you may wear your warmest things and muffle yourself 
up as much as you like; you may do all you can to keep out of 
draughts and 
avoid chills, but 
you're bound to 
get one—a cold, 
we mean. 
Everybody one 
meets has the 
same complaint? 
tomake. “Oh, G 
beastly code in 
bi ‘ead,” is 
what he tells 
you when you 
ask him how he 
ix. And the 
worst of it all is 
the persistency 
with which a 
cold or cough 
hangs about one 
just now, = It 
won't he got rid 
of. | You: may 
drink hot rum 
till you're blind, 
put your feet 
into mustard 
and water, or 
chew cough : 
lozenges till j 
there's a blue moon, but you're lucky cnough if you get well 
under a month or so. °° 


\ ON’ y a 
\ <— 


— 


THE Tottering Fabric has this day conferred the “ Award of 
Merit " upon PROFESSOR WALLACE, because he's got a singing dog. 
“Feyther,” chortled the Asure-Orbed, “don't you think that me 
and Snatcher might do somethink at the Alls? You know what 
Snatcher’s vocal powers are, and as for me——" But the Aged 
wasn't going to listen to any of Alexandry’s egotistical utterances, 
and stopped his offspring’s chatter, in the usual way. 2 


s 
THE management of a theatre not a hundred miles from the 
Strand, had rather an unpleasant experience the other evening. 
The play of the evening was a comic opera in three acts, At the 
end of the second act the Band retired, and no persuasion sufficed 
to bring them back to their places, consequently the performers 
had to wade through the third act without any assistance whatever. 


= 

A METROPOLITAN magistrate commented last week upon the 
number of cases of furious driving that were brought before him, 
“ Without a doubt,” 
said the worthy 
beak, “this danger- 
ous practice is on 
the increase.” We 
believe him. The 
butcher's boy, the 
hansom cabman,and 
the driver of the 
milk cartareamong | 
the chief offenders ; 
but there are 
numerous others 
who, ignoring the 
danger and difti- 
culty of going |... 
anything like fast 
amidst congested 
traftic, very largely 
increare the terrors 
of “crossing the 
street,” which 
elderly and nervous 
ladies seldom dare 
except under the 
escort of a stalwart 
member of the force, 
A.SLOPER has him- 
self sutfered con- 
siderably, ut times, 
from this reckless 
eqnehimanehip. but 
we are bound in justice to admit that the Eminent’s method of 
getting across the road is at certain periods, to say the least of it, 
errauic, 
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A CHRONICLE OF CURIOUS EVENTs, 


ACALENDAR FOR THE WEEK ENDING JANUARY 19TH, 1895, 
—— 


13th January, 1890.—The Daily Telegraph this q;,, 
spenking of actors, says: “The new school appears to have ;, 
cbetinate prejudice against Shakespeare and Sheridan, and if ¢),.., 
had their way they would dress Hamlet in a check suit of ditt. 
and crown Charles Surface with a billycock hat. The you; 
actors and actresses of to-day have plenty of confidence but ,, 
reverence. Their very limited education does not soar to ¢), 
mastery of verse or to the acquirement of the manners of the Ja. 
century. They call themselves actors, but they act nothing. Th.+ 
placard themselves as actresses, but they reproduce nothing bit 
themselves, Sheridan, with their aid, is a Sheridan of the Strap: 
a Sheridan of underground railways, cheap omnibuses, Tottenha:, 
Court Road milliners, bargains, and cheap cigars ; Rot the 
Sheridan of powder, patches, ruffles, and snuff-boxes. The; 
represent the modern young man and the young woman, 
dressed up in silk coats and silk stockings, hoops and farthingale., 
but never re-create a period! How should they, when to take to 
the stage nowadays means to rush to the front without study 
and, apparently, without education?” 


14th January, 1870.—Charles Dickens, writing this day to 
James T, Fields, from No, 5 Hyde Park Place, says : “ We live oppo. 
site the Marble Arch, ina aia house, until the Ist of Jun, 
and then return to Gad's Hill. I have a large room here with 
three fine windows overlooking the Park, unsurpassable for airines; 
and cheerfulness.” Several numbers of “Edwin Drood” wer 
written here. Charles Dickens died at his desk at Gad’s Hill whils, 
still engaged on that work. 


15th January, 1838.—This day the Italian Opera House at 
Paris was burnt down. 


16th January, 1792.—This day died a Mrs. Griggs, of 
Southampton Row. Her executors found in her house eighty-six 
living and twenty-eight dead cats. The lady, who was worth thirty 
thousand pounds, left her black servant £150 per annum for the 
maintenance of the eighty-six surviving grimalkins and himself. 


17th January, 1712.—The news rs of this day announce 
that Queen Anne “is indisposed by tha goat? She died of aoe 
on August Ist, 1714. 


18th Janu . 1890.—Securely packed in a big box, lnbeue, 
“This side up,” “With care,” “Fragile,” and other reminders to 
railway porters, an Austrian tailor named Hermann Zeitung thi: 
day arrived in Paris, having travelled from Vienna. He foun! 
himself bankrupt in Vienna, but as he was an able cutter, and had 
invented a new style of lady's riding dress. he thought that br 
going to Paris he might be able to make capital out of his inven. 
tion. He according] ‘ ordered a large box, lined it well with straw. 
and got into it supplied with beer, brend and sausages, A trust. 
worthy friend wrote the necessary directions on the box, which 
was then forwarded to the railway station for Paris. During 
nearly sixty hours he suffered  aeal gph pains, for he was unable 
to move, drink, or sleep, and could only squeeze a few pieces of 
bread and meat now and then into his mouth. Sometimes he 
felt himself thrown violently on hand-cars by porters while bein: 
transferred from one carriage to another ; at others he was buricd 
beneath a pile of boxes which threatened to crush iu his ribs or 
smash his skull at any moment, At last, after having undergone 
u time of indescribable torture, he suddenly found himself longer 
than usual out ofa railway van. Then he knew that he had arrived 
at his destination, but the aifticulty was now to extricate himself 
from his narrow wooden prison. He heard voices and people 
about him at every minute, and consultations were evidently being 
held over him—or, rather, his box, which was lying by an unusu- 
ally long time without anybody coming to claim it. At last he 
began to sneeze, and heard somebody mutter an exclamation. 
Then he coughed, and he heard himself tapped overhend. Suddenly 
the lid of hia case was lifted off, and out he jumped, to the amize- 
ment, if not the consternation, of a group of Custom House ofticial:. 
who promptly made a prisoner of the sartorial parcel and marched 
him off to the police-station. 


19th January, 1642.—John Evelyn under this date writes: 
“1 went to London, where I stayed till March 5th, studying a little, 
but dancing and fooling more.” 


IT ALTERS THE CASE. 


“THAT sire ia buta stupid fool, 

Who makes objections when in school 

His child gets birched or caned. He should 
Retlect 'tis for his infant's good !” 

So speaks the wifeless, childless man : 
But—strange to tell : explain who can !— 
When he himself becomes a sire, 

What different views his soul inspire. 

The slightest caning of his child 

By pedagogue can make him wild! 


A NEW YEAR'S IDYLL. 


“THERE'S a wonderful charm about the new year after all.” 
remarked the charming Mrs. Joskintooth, as she proceeded to 
envoy her slightly matronly, yet not too waterbutty figure, in 
an elaborate mantle, “and it makes one feel charitable and well- 
disposed, don't you think so, Henry?” 

“Certainly, my dear, certainly,” assented Henry, gazing up from 
his Zteferee, in which he had pored over the Kids’ Dinner Fund 
list to hunt out “ Three Baldheaded Boozers at the Pig's Feet and 
Pimples, 1s. 6d.,” and really felt that glow of self-satisfaction that 
is only experienced by the truly benevolent. “We should all be 
charitable at this season.” ‘ 

“I think there’s something in the church bells this morning 
Heme heaps aging out ‘peace and goodwill, peace and goodwill, 

ont you 

“Certainly I do,” responded Henry, thinking how blessed was he 
to possess such a model of tenderness and benevolence. ‘“ Hullo— 
a new jacket?” 

“No, dear, this is my old one, done up.” 

“ By George! It looks as good as ever—aye, better. What have 
you had done to it?” 

“Oh, not much. New silk linings, new braid and trimming: 
the cloth turned, and—oh, yes, this astrachan set is new, I gave 
seven guineas for it.” 

“Pity to wear it this morning, ain't it—there’s more snow to 
come down?” 

“Well, if it comes down I must spoil the jacket, that’s all—on!: 
Mrs. Sandiblister down the road has had hers done up with émifa- 
tion astrachun—I fancy her husband bets, or boozes, or fritters hi- 
money away in some segcatsng way or another—and it’s just lik 
curled birchbroom beside this; when she sees that mine's 
she'll be mad enough to catch hold of the pewback and yell. al 
will have hysterics or something before we're half through th: 
service. I'm so excited I can hardly wait till I get there. Good: 
bye, dear, good-bye.” 

a 
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NEW SCENT-IMENTS. 


Ane recently discovered that ‘umes are provocative of certain 
(Se saps Sy  etouanie. As for example—but sev below. 


ee Ir you desire in any 

a oo net 

( O» Lee (ya CO7 me To sharpen up your 
SIGHT - WHERES business tact, 

pty ESSENCE CF 


“It ain't all Laven. 
MAGN OLA der” you must 


use, 

But Eau de Cologne 
—(thus savants’ 
views). 

Then bargains will 
you strike with 

dele kets 

nd eke your pocke' 
swiftly fill. 

Yea, this is the scent 
that’s clearly 
meant 

For every cute com- 
mercial “ gent.” 


But if in love you 
fall 


Why, then, the per- 
ume to arouse 
The strength to pop 

your loving vows 


Is good old Violeta— 
that plant 


Will help you well of Love to chant. 
Yva, that’s the ecent that’s clearly meant 
For every Cupid-“ cornered ” gent. 


But if for war you should have need, 
And wish your heart with fire to feed, 
Then the Magnolia you must sniff 

To get the true gunpowdery whiff ; 
Then, after just a whiff or so, 

You'll be igh ata to fight the foe. 

Yea, this is the scent that’s clearly meant 
For every would-be warlike gent. 


THE NEW MAN. 

“R—Mildred,” he said, a tlie nervously, se Me better-half laid 
down the morning's paper anc ing a cigarette, pre ‘or 
her ena - the City, “ Mildred, dear, do you think you could 
spare me & je money y es 

Pitis wife glanced at him, impatiently. ‘‘ What, aguin, George? 
she said; “why, 1 only gave you your housekeeping allowance on 
—let me veo—Thursday,. vanes it? , some of you seem to 
think we women are le of m are 

“You forget, my dear,” he pence “there are the girl’s wages, 
and the water rate, and 
the children both want 
new boots.” 

“Didn't I give you 
the money for that?” 
she asked, 

“No, dear; that was 
for the flannel for little 
Milly’s warm petticoats 
Tm making.” 

“Well, will a pound be 
any use?” 

“Not much, 
afraid,” he said ; 
sides, dear, I—don't be 
angry, will you?—I saw 
such a chea ir of 
trousers at the Winter 
Clearance Sale yester- 
day, that 1 couldn't 
resist buying them, and 
you know I've hardly 
a rag to my back.” 

“Always your = cry 
Jeorge,” she said 
angrily; “really, your 
extravagance in dress is something sinful ; it’s a pity you haven't 
got to gu and earn the money, you'd know ita value then. Here” 
—thrusting a fiver into his hand—“ take this and, for goodness’ sak 
do try and pay some of your household bills with it, and not frivo 
the money away on a lot of trash.” 

“There's a dear, good, darling Loy he cried joyfully ; “let me 
help my Mildred on with her coat,” he added, following her into 
the hal). “What time will you be home?” 

“Can't say, I'm sure,” she answered. “I've got a lot to attend to 
at the oftice to-day, and I shall drop into the club for an hour or so 
after; so you needn't wait dinner. 

“Oh, that'll be nice!” he responded. “I've got my woman 
coming to wash to-day, and the girl and I are going to put up 
clevn curtains and things. Give mea kiss, dearest ! there—theres 
your bus going now.” And _as the bread-winner dashed out after 
the passing vehicle, George blew her a parting kiss, and went up- 
stairs to bath the children. 


——.——— 


BELULES OF THE BUFFET. 
No, 18.—Tue Puxcu’ TAVERN GIRL. 


BELLE of the Buffet, indeed, 
Is a genuine name for thee. 
Your heart should bleed 
As your sweet eyes read 
Of the way you have buf- 
feted me. 


When, pensive and pale, 
1 whispered my tale 
Uf love in your ears so 
white, 
You, acting a loverly part, 
Did buffet my yearning heart 
(Like a ship in a gale, 
With a full-set sail) 
Upon seas of insane delight. 


As my suit grew bolder, 
Your love grew colder, 

Till, with all my advances 

checked, J 

, You did aes my brain 
¢ Upon seas of pain 

. Till my brainit was all but 
wrecked, 


And at last, one day 
When 1 heard them say 
That another bold youth you'd wed, 
Then, you false, false fuir, 
ln my sheer despair 
You induced me to buffet my head ! 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. 
THE EDITOR’S LETTER-BOX. 


— ae 
ILM.S, “ ResoL.uTion,” CHANNEL FLEET, 

GIBRALTAR, December 25th, SM. 
DEAREST ALLY,—As most of us sre constant readers of your 
valuable * H.-H.” we are glad to be able to congratulate you on the 
success of your Christmas Number, and hope you have enjoyed 
your Christmas. and will have a happy and prosperous New Year ; 
and we are glad to tell you that the * Tottie Lardi” valse was one 
of the piccea selected to be played by the band, and that the 
“Christmas Scramble” occupied a conspicuous place in the decora- 
tions of the Stokers’ Mess Deck. Hoping that the “ Unsweetened” 
will keep the cold from your warm old heart and nose, wishing 

and hoping all the family are quite well, we remain the 
WELL-WISH1NG BRITISH FIREMEN o¥ II.M.S. “ RESOLUTION.” 
—— 


SLOPER’S ANCESTORS. 
No. 13.— EpwarRD JULIENNE SLOPER, 
Born, 1318, Died of raw cockles, 1381. 

Ricwarp Boswortu’s dying shriek, as he somersaulted over 
the battlementa, had attracted the attention of the more sober of 
the guests, and their astonishment at finding young Edward 
Julienne alive was even greater than they expressed at discovering 
Richard Bosworth a stiff ‘un. 

With a forbearance hardly to have been expected of him, con- 
eidering the sufferings he had undergone at the hands of the 
deceased. the young baron ordered the fragments of his unscrupulous 
nunkey to be carefully collected, and although the numerous 
pale who had assembled to celebrate Richard Bosworth's succession 
to the property, recommended that his pasase be scattered to the 
vultures, or thrown into the kennels, Edward Julienne tempered 
berng with mercy, and merely excluded the remains from burial 

in the family vault. 

The youthful noble had learnt from bitter experience that his 
maternal parent was not to be trusted when there was a chance of 
throwing off her widow's weeds, and having had quite enough of 
stepfather guardians, he foresaw that something must be done 
to keep the baroness out of matrimony. Bloodshed he was averse 
to, in family discussions, and after a little difticulty he managed to 
get the giddy matron kidnapped into a convent, where she died of 
the hump six months later. 

Edward Julienne then settled down to the comfortable enjoyment 
of his extensive possessions, Young as he was, he mizht have 
found it extremely difficult to control a baronial household in those 
troublous times, had he not been possessed of all the firmness and 
decision of character which has ever distinguished his ancient race. 
Did a v murmur at an order, a serf or retainer show signs of 
discontent, death was his punishment; though the prisoner was 
mercifully given the choice between being broken ona wheel or 
boiled in oil, punishments solely invented by Julienne, and after- 
wards widely adopted by the nobility of this and other countries. 

Unlike many of his ancestors. young Edward had little taste for 
the rude sports of the time. He was a young man of great intel- 
lectual capacity, and pursuing his studies with untiring energy 
soon became one of the foremost scholars of the day. He attained 
to a knowledge of long division, a feat rare among the mathema- 
ticians of that period, whilst although his geographical learning was 
limited to England and Wales, he knew his Kings of England right 
from the Conqueror. He was a patron of Art, and wielded » by no 
means inditferent brush himself, many of his works still adorning 
the picture gallery at Mildew Court, His poetical works were 
greatly admired, and were undoubtedly valuable contributions to 
the literature of his country, but they were all unfortunately lost in 
the great fire some century anda half later when the greater portion 
ofthe old castle was burned to the ground. Edward Julienne married 
young, but his bride was not won without a struggle. Her parent 

ad taken a wholly unaccountable objection to the young suitor from 
the first, anda copy of Edward Julienne’s poems “ with the author's 
compliments” seemed only to arouse his enmity more fiercely, 
Edward Julienne was forbidden the castle, and nothing remained 
but an elopement. In the dead of night the lady descended a 
ladder of rope into her lover's arms, and mounted upon a speedy 
palfrey in waiting, dashed away into the darkness. But their 
tlight was discovered ere they had covered many miles of the 
journey to Mildew Castle. The rage of the old baron knew no 
unds. “To horse! to horse!” he yelled, “let loose the kipper 
hounds, and away upon the varlet’s track, A thousand crowns to 
him who brings me the villain’s head !” 

The chase was long and severe, and it is said that Sir Walter Scott 
afterwards took it as the theme of one of his thrilling poems, Edward 
Julienne and his bride elect reached the castle thirty seconds 
ahead of their pursuers, the drone was raised, the family 

eet > mga out of the wine cellar, and the wedding took place 
orth with, 

Edward Julienne lived toa ripe o'd age, and begat a numerous 
progeny, dying at last after partaking too heartily of raw cockles. 

(Zo be continued newt week.) 
————— 


THE DEATH-BED OF HER CHILD. 
THE dreary night is ending 
And the light of dawn, mprepeiore 

From the firmament, renews the sleeping earth. 
And Aurora, on her waking, 

Seems to heal each sad heart's aching, _ 

And to bring new hopex ang gladnesses to birth. 
But the morning's brilfiant beaming 
Sets no star of hope a-gleaming _ . 

In the heart of that poor creature, wailing wild, 
Who. while night's long hours were flitting, 
Has been sitting—sadly sitting— : 

By the death-bed of her dear and only child! 


Comes the pure and pious preacher 
To that broken-hearted creature, 

And he pours the balm of Gilead on her mind : 
“Tf the God who reigns for ever 
Will your infant from you sever, 

You must bow to His high will, and be resigned!” 
But the preachings of the preacher 
Seem as false to that peor creature 

As the brightness of the dawning. Reconciled 
She will never be to either, 
While of grief-knots she’s 1 wreather, _ 

As she weeps upon the death-bed of her child ! 


A ’PRENTICE HAND. 

Goop living and hard drinking had been telling on him for 
years, but at last his medical man vot him to listen to reason, 

“If you go on putting on flesh like this you'll have to burst in 
time,” he said, ‘and, as I’ve told you all along, it’s nothing but the 
liquids. Now start by giving up that rum and milk of a morning, 
also the ‘livener’ at ten o'clock and the bottle of burgundy at 
your mid-day meal.” 

“Good gracious, d've mean me to—” ' 

“ Don’t look upon it as a hardship; just imagine it’s Lent, and 
that you're a good Catholic and are practising self-denial.” 

And he said he'd try. A whole week rolled by. and then the 
M.D. came across his patient in a well-known restaurant in the 
West-End with a big brandy and soda in his grasp. 

“Sad, sad!” he cried, “ what about your Roman Catholicism and 
your self-denial ?"’ ? 

“Sh-h-h,” replied the wayward one,” I found it didn't suit 
me, so l've gone back to the old religion, and I'm Christmassing !" 


HUNDREDS AND THOUSANDS, 
APPROPRIATE song for the New Year: “I'm ninety-five! I'm 
ninety-five!” : 
BLANc Verse: A poetical panegyric on the highest of the Alps. 


THE REVOLT OF GHIBER. 
—e— 


CHAPTER VII. 

THe Grand Vizier of Ghiber was no idle dreamer. He was well 
aware that a revolution cost money, and that he could not hope te 
overturn the Bawshaw 
without having funds 
in his possession sufli- 
cient to carry on the 
Government. till) such 
time as he had leisure 
to overhaul the secret 
places in which he knew 
the Bawshaw stored his 
treasure. The Bawshaw 
must be dead if the 
revolution was to be 
successful, and it was 
unlikely that the Baw- 
shaw would give infor- 
mation regarding the 
treasure. It would have 
to be sought for after- 
wards, and, meantime. 
there must be money for 
the necessary expenses. 

The Grand Vizier 
thought the matter over 

ully. His own 
money would go some 
way, but there must 

more. The sup- 
porters of his preten- 
sions to the throne 
would be quite willing 
to give him moral assis- 
tance, but they would 
be unlikely to give 
fiuancial support. t 
was more than likely, indeed, that they would expect to be 
paid in advance for their aid. There must be more money got 
somewhere, and that ere another step towards revolt was taken, 

At last like a flash an inspiration came to him. The thought of 
the late Muley Pasha. ibe deceased official had been wealthy, 
His widow was rich. Why should he not marry that widow? 
True, there were thirty-eight of her, and he already had twenty- 
seven wives, and sixty-five wives was a pretty liberal allowance of 
eigen for one individual. But then that individual was in 
great straits which the widow Muley could relieve, and when he 
reigned as Bawshaw he could at any time arrange that the troubles 
of his matrimonial entanglements could be unravelled by the 
aid of a eack and a brief trip in_a boat on the water which 
skirted the neighbourhood of the Palace. 

The Grand Vizier at once 
began to test whether his 
echeme to marry the widow 
Muley was practicable. He 
knew that Mrs. Muley No. 1 
was the leader and chief 
person who had ruled the 
domestic affairs of the late 
Keeper of the Bright But- 
tons of the Harem, and he 
knew that she must also 
m, still be the ruler because 
® her only son would, when 
he came of age, be heir to all 
the late Muley Pasha’s 
wealth, The other wives of 
the deceased Pasha had no 
sons, or if they had they 
had been disposed of in a 
manner as mysterious as 
that in which kittens are 
provided for in other 
countries. The method 
saves expense in regard to 
the support of younger sons 
and it also prevents painful 
disputes in reference to the 
sub-division of the estate of 
the deceased. 

The Grand Vizier at once 
resolved to make matri- 
monial overtures to the 
widow Muley, and he never 
doubted for 2 moment but 
that lady would welcome hiscoming and look brighter when he came. 

Mrs. Muley Pasha smiled sweetly when she received the Grand 
Vizier. She conceived that he had come on some mission con- 
nected with themeditated vengeance which she was so interested in, 
The widow knew the marital responsibilities the Grand Vizier had 
already undertaken, and did not for » moment dream that he 
would contemplate extending these responsibilities in the wholesale 
manuer necessary if he assumed the responsibilities of the late Mr. 
Muley. Besides, she had made up her mind that the charma of 
Rhombo Baladdin (otherwise Mike M'Ginty) were to her mind, and 
she never imagined that anybudy could come in the way in the 
realisation of her Mine i 

The Grand Vizier soon undeceived her. As he sympathised with 
her on her recent bereavement, the widow Muley prouiale noticed 
that he dwelt with some persistence on her lonely position in the 
world, and the ditticulties and dangers which surrounded widow- 
hood in all lands as well as the land of Ghiber. As she wiped her 


Thought the matter over. 


Au iuspiration came to him. 


“Will you marry me?” 


eyes, touched by the sympathetic tones of his remarks, she rapidly 

thought that he had already noticed her love for Rhombo 

Baladdin, and her heart felt glad. Then she remembered that the 

Grand Vizier was unlikely to urge the cause of another, nnd all her 

speculations were abruptly ended by the Grand Vizier’s remark : 
“Will you marry me /"—( Zu be continued nest week.) 


16 
THE “F.0.S8." PORTRAIT GALLERY. 


No, 359,—Mr, LAWRENCE DALY. 


“Was born about midnight. Some years ago.'’Oreated a 
sensation as well as a great disturbance throughout the neigh- 
bourloodl, When still young, was apprenticed to the village 
mute, Latter individual could do nothing with him. Except 
to make him laugh. This was, of course, preposterous be- 
haviour. A mute is nothing if not grave. Our hero was there- 
fore drummed out of the profession, Didn'tcare a bit, though. 
Treated it as a sort of joke, in fact,and turned his attention 
to theatrical matters, Became famous and popular almost 
‘ly. Chiefly because he is a capable comedian Law- 

re was created F.O.S., and the ‘Sloper Award of Merit’ 
prevented to him July 19th, 1891."—Debrets Improved, 


Tramp (insinuatingly). Oi soi, Mister, ave yer got any sug- 
gestion to make to a cove what can't raise a penny to git a 
shave? 

Sister. Grow a beard, 


ALLY SLOPER’S HALF-HOLIDAY. [Saturday, January 12, 1895, 


UNCALLED FOR. 
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WHITECHAPEL POLITICS. 
“What say? Make a wigorous h agen Turkey 
Did 'e say anything about sausages ?” eve 


Sete 
4t 


His Honour, Have you—er—any remarks to mak: 
ber mer, before I commit you ? § ‘a 


Edith, Ob, Harry! Mr, Fitzrole, the celebrated artist, wants to paint my hair for his next Academy picture. 
‘risoner. Yus, your up. “Git yer ‘air cut!” 


Brutal Brother, No necessity for that, my dear; why don't you send it him, and save the trouble. 


“IT’S AN ILL WIND,” Ete. 


(1) Young Sandow Featherly may not have been an unusually brilliant youth as a 
general thing, but he certainly “ made all the running " with his fair cousin from the 
outset of that skating frolic. Bob Heavyside, whose conversational powers were of 
a simple onier, carried the skates, and felt rather “out of it.”——(2) "Twas “all 
there” as he offered his arm in a graceful manner to the fair Vinolia, whilst Bob 
settled with the hireling, who put on the skatesx—(3) “ Yaas!" observed the swan- 
lik: Sandow, “ Bob's a well-built chappy enough, of the heavy order of architecture, 
you know. Not graceful cnough to ¢ a really good skatcr. Nothing light and 


A GASH-LY JOKE. 


“Tlallo, youngster, are you scaring crows?” “ Yans, Mister 
Teetroot ; and would you mind ‘ooking it, and not taking the 
“onest bread out of my mouth.” 


Se 
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GIRLS BILLY'S PROPOSED TO. 


airy about him, you know. Nothing—er—in point of fact, of this sort about him, 
you know."——(4) Then one of the balmy zephyrs we have been enjoying of late 
swooped w them with playful suddeuness, and a force of a thousand pounds to the 
square inch, and Vinolia recognise! that “light and airy” skating qualifications were 
a drug in the market.—(5) Luckily she collided with the neglected Lob in her wild 
career towards the bounillcss infinity, and promptly realized that there arc 
advantages even in the “heavy order of architecture” under some circumstances. 
Where the luckless Sandow finally came to anchor, alas! who shall say ? 


CHARITABLE. 


The Honourable had great hopes in this 
quarter, aul she really did give him 
encouragement, But a bigger fish came 
along, and poor Lilly was checked once 
again, 


“Could you assist me along the road, my k-eyind 
young laidy?” “Well, I'm going to let loose Tow wr, 
the yard dog, inside o’ five seconds, he'll do the assisting. 


WHAT MORE CAN YOU WANT ? 


“ Do you like your new place?" “LIKE IT! Why, it's opposite 
the police statiun, What more can a gal want?” 


London: Printed by DALZIEL & Co., at the Camden Press, 110 High Strect, N.W., and Published by the Proprietor, GILBERT DALZIEL, at “The Slopertes,” 99 Shoe Lane, Fleet Strect, E.C.—Saturday, January 12, 1895. 
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Here, that razor of yours reminls me of a coal mine.” “How 
so, sir?” © Because it is hollow ground.” 


